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and no longer wonder; indeed, the only wonder is 
that any who have seen the works remain sane. 

Whistler, who is considered a colorist, shrank 
from the use of pure colors ; indeed, he went so far 
as to mix black with every tint, whether in the 
search for gray or to secure the truth of his edict 
that everything should retire behind the frame. The 
overindulgence of this habit has robbed many of 
his works of what may be called charm of color, 
and made them monotonous, and also kept him in 



the group of tonalists rather than in the aristocracy 
of the colorists. It is said, too, that great colorists 
never draw well. Perhaps this is true, I do not 
know — Turner seems to have drawn very well at 
times — but there is nothing in color itself to pre- 
vent one drawing well, and perhaps some day the 
man will come along who perfectly understands 
and combines in himself the draughtsman and the 
colorist. Speed the day! 

Elliott Daingerfield 



SOME MASTERPIECES OF "THE HUDSON RIVER 
SCHOOL" OF LANDSCAPE PAINTING 

(See pages 181 to 186, inclusive) 



NOW that half a century has passed since the 
flourishment of what is somewhat vaguely 
called the Hudson River School of Painting 
— one of those comprehensive terms people are 
forced to use for lack of a better — it is time to 
consider the leading artists who were assigned to 
that ill-defined band and endeavor to trace the 
good and evil in them, if so be such existed, and 
determine the justice respectively of that praise 
and that blame which befell them. 

Was it perhaps a mere chance that the nickname 
or clan name in question was applied? Might it 
not have been with equal reason the Adirondack, 
the Catskill, the Long Island Sound School? True 
enough that the easiest exit from Manhattan until 
recent times was northward, from the days when 
passengers patronized the Dutch sloops and 
schooners running, or shall we say loafing? to Fort 
Orange and back, until the trains and fast steam- 
boats on schedule, time took one to Albany. North- 
ward also along the left bank of the Hudson rose 
the summer manses of the Manhattanese such as 
had the means and the walls for paintings. So 
the painters followed northward rather than east- 
ward along the picturesque north shores of the 
Sound and Long Island and the still more paintable 
cliffs and bluffs of rosy Rhode Island which the 
Dutch skippers, viewing them from the water, cor- 
rectly described as roode. Nor did the wonderful 
views south and westward from Staten Island hold 
them. North lay their course to the Tappan Zee 
and the beautiful coils of the Hudson through the 
Highlands, to the smiling stretches above and the 
lovely outlines of the Catskill and Helderburg 
ranges etched upon the northwestern sky. There 
Thomas Cole, a genius in his way, set up his easel 
and drew to 'him others. , Cole became so identified 
with these upper reaches of the stream — although 
primarily he was not a landscapist pure and simple 
— that the historians of American art have dubbed 
him the beginner of the Hudson River School. 

And Tom Cole Mountain in the Catskills stays on 
the map to clinch the statement. 

Nevertheless, one has to look beyond Thomas Cole 
for the artist who held the leadership of the New 
York landscapists and kept them together, for 
more, a good deal more that half a century. He 
was an engraver born at East Orange on Jersey 
soil across the Hudson, but a New Yorker all the 
same, and he rivaled Titian, if not in the magic 
mastery of the brush, yet in the length of his life 



and the steadfast, unpretentious, reverent devotion 
to art. From engraver he became painter and in 
both capacities showed more than talent. He was 
born the year George Washington died and he paid 
the debt of nature in 1886 . . . Asher B. Durand ! 



Durand had the qualities to enlist and keep the 
respect and indeed the love of his comrades in art. 
His talents were not so overwhelming as to raise 
jealousy and his conduct was that of a man of 
wisdom and of heart. Always ready to help a be- 
ginner with advice, perfectly unassuming at a time 
when the British were afflicted with particularly 
atrocious manners and had the upper hand in New 
York society, Durand stands out as that vara avis 
a gentleman in the fine sense of the term. The 
traits of serenity, of wisdom, of dignity are almost 
never absent from his engravings and paintings; 
one or other of these characteristics will be found 
in the works of those who in a sense came after but 
really were his contemporaries. 

Overwhelmed as we are just now with the noise 
like to beaten pans of the moderns, who hope to 
stun you, so that you will not be able to think, and 
thus you will miss the fact that they have nought 
to say — is it not a relief to turn to certain paint- 
ings by the Hudson Riverines and rest the nerves 
in their balance and gentle charm, their modera- 
tion, dignity — their poise? Then one ponders: 
is there really any use of taking an art like 
painting in order to force it upon alien paths? 
For instance, because music has courted dissonance 
and the clamors of the cave man, therefore may 
painting drop all suavity and subtility and blare 
about in a way more suited to colored placards and 
electric signs? These French and Germans and 
Italians with their American imitators have made 
the grievous radical mistake of the vehicle and 
trusted to paint wherewith to carry out feats that 
would be only possible to gorgeous stuffs and metals 
and semi-precious stones. 

Coming onward from his early training with the 
graver, Durand brought to the painting of land- 
scape a feeling for the distribution of masses in 
light and shade which holds us still. The old 
charm of Claude the Lorrainer that Constable and 
Turner could not evade, with all their genius, 
sticks to Durand and other Riverines. The power 
of structural design in painting which moves us 
in the grand western landscapes of Thomas Moran 
and lingers in France with Harpignies was a living 
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Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum 



"THE OX-BOW" 



PAINTED BY THOMAS COLE 




Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum 



"SCENE AT NAPANOCH" 

(See paye 180) 



PAINTED BY WILLIAM HART 
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Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum 



"TIVOLI" 



PAINTED BY SANFORD R. GIFFORD 




Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum 



"LANDSCAPE" 



PAINTED BY JOHN F. KENSETT 



(See page 180) 
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Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum 



"MARINE" 



PAINTED BY JAMES BRICHER 




Courtesy of the Metropolitan Miiseun 



"MOHAWK VALLEY" 



PAINTED BY ALEXANDER WYANT 



(See 'page 180) 
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Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museun 



PAINTED BY DAVID JOHNSON' 



'THE GIANT OF THE MEADOW 




Courtesy of the M ett opolitan Museum 



"THE PARTHENON'" 
(See })«(/e ISO) 



PAINTED BY FREDERIC E. CHURCH 
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lesson to our painters during that half century 1836 
to 1886 which Durand devoted to the brush. 

Durand was President of the National Academy 
of Design from 1845 to 1861. He was one of the 
founders of the Academy and the Century Associa- 
tion; it is likely that he exercised more influence 
on the men of his profession than any other artist. 
The old Art Union, which popularized painting by 
buying American pictures and distributing to its 
large membership steel engravings of them, was a 
liberal purchaser of works by Durand and trusted 
to his advice when selecting others. Durand was 
much more varied in his subjects than would appear 
from the examples of his work at the Metropolitan, 
New York and the Corcoran, Washington. The 
nude "Musidora" painted and then engraved by 
Durand in 1836 at a time when the public raged 
at anything approaching the decollete shows how 
far ahead he was of the prejudices of his time. 
Vanderlyn's "Ariadne" which he also engraved had 
been very severely dealt with in New York. Indeed 
Durand began his career of painter plus engraver 
with Biblical subjects like those Benja'min West in 
London exhibited to the delight of royalty, nobil- 
ity and gentry: such subjects as "Hagar and 
Ishmael," "Samson and Delilah." He painted his- 
torical pieces like "The Capture of Major Andre" 
as well as history wreathed in the humorist's smile 
such as "Wrath of Petrus Stuyvesant" in which 
Stuyvesant was drawn from the generous Maecenas 
Luman Reed, Corlaer the trumpeter from General 
Cummings and the painter himself figures as the 
tall half breed in the rear. 

Love of nature turned Durand to landscape after 
history, genre and portraiture had occupied his 
busy and capable brush. A visit to Europe in 1840 
permitted him to see the old masters and meet 
Turner, Wilkie and Leslie; it was characteristic 
of his sociable and kind nature that he took with 
him Casilear, Kensett and Rossiter, younger men 
who were his pupils in engraving and painting. 
Just before this he painted for F. J. Betts the two 
fine landscapes shown on pages 181 and 182 which 
tell of the "Morning" of life and the "Evening." In 
fine, Durand believed that in order to arrive at the 
point of understanding and knowing how to repre- 
sent landscape it was necessary to draw from the 
cast and from life with the utmost will and the 
utmost industry and sedulously avoid the short- 
cuts to fame which are advertised as the education 
sufficient to the modern artist. His larger composi- 
tions in landscape are faithful to fact and yet 
strive to express larger and more spiritual ideas. 



The Hudson River painters supplied the needs 
of an unpretending public, content with a quiet 
form of sentiment, rather alarmed at the uncon- 
ventional and afraid of the violence of tragedy 
uncontrolled. It was a public that was self-con- 
scious and hated to show emotion or even to 
acknowledge the passions to themselves. As a re- 



lief it turned to humor and was not averse to 
having the humorists, from the gentle Washington 
Irving to Bill Nye and Artemus Ward make game 
of sentiment. Painting they approached from this 
self-consciousness, which was largely the result of 
a repressive form of religion descended from an 
earlier, bare, dour church that gave a grudging 
reception even to music. 

Many of the artists assigned to the Hudson River 
School surpassed Durand in one way and another, 
in richness of color, in ability to paint foliage, in 
delicacy of atmospheric charm. Thomas Cole, 
whom Durand welcomed and aided when he drifted 
to New York, set a different pace after he brought 
out his imaginative series like the "Voyage of 
Life." Church with his "Heart of the Andes" and 
similar synthetic landscapes, Mount with his views 
of comic daily American life, Albert Bierstadt with 
his huge canvases of the Rock Mountains, George 
Inness with the splendid landscapes of his early 
days caught the public attention after a fashion 
that Durand never attained. Yet, with the possible 
exception of Inness, it may be that in the long 
run this originator and life-long fosterer of an 
American school of landscapists will occupy a 
higher niche than any. As to the school itself, 
after suffering the usual term of disparagement at 
the hands of artists and critics eager for new views 
and a new technique more in harmony with changes 
of social intercourse and scientific and religious 
aspects, its sterling merits are becoming apparent 
again and what remains of its output is taking on 
greater value. Its gravity and modest beauty are 
being realized to-day better than in its prime. 
There is reason to believe that the slight tinge of 
disparagement if not contempt that once clung to 
the term "Hudson River School" will disappear 
under the realization that these were artists of 
high endeavor who wrought things of beauty under 
uncommon difficulties in a community that did not 
esteem them at their true worth, although they 
were the salt and savor of their day and for all 
time. 

Nothing can exceed the stupidity of the slap-dash 
painters, the stunters in pigment, the silly captives 
following the charlatan car of the anarchistic "mod- 
ernists" who have been speaking lightly of the 
Hudson River School of Painters, in view of the 
fact that every one of the ten pictures of which we 
give reproductions here is a masterpiece and that 
when Benjamin Constant, the French painter, was 
here some years ago he said, in substance, that 
there is no greater school of landscape painting 
than our own truly original and essentially Ameri- 
can school, the glories of which impressed him 
profoundly. 

Let us therefore be proud of our native Ameri- 
can school and proclaim the fact that not only are 
their works truly American but a honor to their 
country. 



